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here, where no man will take another man's
business for a day, it is difficult to know what
to do.

George's head man and mine are the only
two amongst the whole three hundred who
speak English. It does not matter when the
aides-de-camp are at hand to interpret: but
when they all go back to Calcutta, Dr.
Drunimond, Miss Fane, and I shall be puzzled*
Mr. Colvin was paying me a visit this evening
in my room, and all my servants took the op-
portunity of his being there to interpret, to
come in and ask leave to go for five days. The
Bengalees are the most servile race in India,
and it is impossible to resist their crouching
down with clasped hands and begging voices, so
I told the jemadar to let them all go, only to
make them take it by turns, and his answer
was so oracular that I do not know how it
will end. 'Yes, Ladyship9 (they call us so,
from Lady W. Bentinck),c I will make arrange-
ments what will exclude myself. Five days
is no objection, only if Ladyship is sick, Cap-
tain Byrne very angry if anybody leave her.'
George's servant writes and reads, which is a
very unusual accomplishment, and the other day